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	1. Chapter 1

**Halloween **

**My Soul to Take**

**Prologue**

"Dr. Sam Loomis: I met him, fifteen years ago. I was told there was nothing left. No reason, no conscience, no understanding; even the most rudimentary sense of life or death, good or evil, right or wrong. I met this six-year-old child, with this blank, pale, emotionless face and, the blackest eyes... the *devil's* eyes. I spent eight years trying to reach him, and then another seven trying to keep him locked up because I realized what was living behind that boy's eyes was purely and simply... evil"

In Jungian psychology, the shadow is a part of the unconscious mind consisting of repressed weaknesses, shortcomings, and instincts. It is one of the three most recognizable archetypes, the others being the anima and animus and the persona. "Everyone carries a shadow," Jung wrote, "and the less it is embodied in the individual's conscious life, the blacker and denser it is." It may be (in part) one's link to more primitive animal instincts, which are superseded during early childhood by the conscious mind. Michael Myers was maniacal, malevolent and seemingly unstoppable but as with everything in life all things come to an end.

His reign of terror and fear over the sleepy American town of Haddonfield has gone on for decades, many lives have been lost and many more destroyed. It has been over 20 years since his name was even mentioned. His family home, the cursed building no longer stands, an empty shell of burned wood and mortar stain the street where it once stood proud and just another piece of the suburban jigsaw.

The residents of this town are mere shells, vessels if you will of the people they used to be. A few new families and the odd business have sprung up but the memory still long haunts the town and it will be forever the place where many believe Beelzebub cast his faithful servant to roam for eternity.

**Chapter 1 – Never the twain shall meet**

The town of Haddonfield, Illinois has seen its fair share of tragedy and misfortune, these days empty houses, stores and businesses litter the once thriving centre of town. No kids at the playground or sports teams on the fields and a cold breeze seems to hang year round and the few remaining families and towns people go about their daily lives in a blank often invidious existence. The year 1963 will be forever associated with death in this town, much the same as New York is associated with 9/11 and it lives in legend. What drove that 6 year old child, who should have been full of innocence and wonder to brutally and without contempt murder his sister? It's a question that has plagued the town, it's people and the staff at Smith's Grove Sanatorium for the last 39 years. For that night started something which would change forever the town. The place where the Myers house once stood, is now just a twisted heap of bricks and burnt wood, ever since the events of 31st October 2002. That fateful night when Michaels rampage cost the lives of several local college students, with thousands more watching the events unfold online. The last ten years has been a frenzy of lawsuits and protests of the families seeking justice for the victims of that night "Dangertainment" has long since gone bankrupt, it's owner receiving a lengthy jail sentence, but to the families of the people killed the settlement and subsequent justice can never compensate nor bring back their loved ones. A police cruiser rattles up to the pavement, its exhaust kicks out a gasp of fumes, out steps the athletic looking, good for his age "Sheriff Anderson". He sighs " God damn it, what a mess" he kicks around the ashes and moves some old wood. The sound of wood moving, a hollow echo hits something metal, the sheriff walks over to where the noise came from, he can see some kind of sinkhole, he peers over the edge. A figure looks back up at him, we can hear shallow breathing. The sheriff notices something down there, he slowly removes his torch and unclasps his gun clip from his belt. "Ok Haddonfield PD come out of there before I run you in for trespassing" Slowly a wiry frame ascends the ladders from what appears to be a sewer drain, "Ok sheriff don't shoot I was just taking a look around". "God dammit kid, you almost gave me a heart attack". The boy stands up, wearing a Star Wars t-shirt, his face and arms covered in burnt ash from the wood. "What the hell were you doing here" "I was just trying to find some souvenirs sheriff". The sheriff now looking annoyed slips his torch back into the loop on his belt and clips his gun clasp shut. "Well you won't be able to poke your nose around here much longer, the developers are moving in next week, a brand new house is going up, so you will have to find somewhere else to get your kicks" "They can't build a house here" the kid seems astounded, "this is part of town legend", "well not for much longer, Myers is dead and his legacy is gone, time to move on kid, now get out of here" The sheriff pleased he has taught the kid a lesson, watches him trundle off down Lampkin Lane. He grabs some police tape out of his jacket pocket, quickly puts up a thin, but still somehow menacing barrier around the hole using the burnt timers as posts. "Good riddance, and may the future never remember you". He walks away, slides back into his police cruiser, the engine splutters to life and he pulls away. The rain starts to come down heavy as the Sheriff drives off down the street a storm is coming….. Location: Haddonfield County Morgue 2:00AM A young orderly whistles walking down a long, foreboding corridor, pushing a gurney its grisly contents hidden beneath a black bag. He stops and flashes his ID badge across the reader, the door buzzes open the security guard makes a grunt in his direction. The orderly stops at 2 huge steel doors, he punches a code in and the doors swoosh open. He wheels in the gurney and hands the clipboard to the pathologist; she scribbles her signature annoyed at being disturbed and the orderly leaves. Jennifer Hanson (30) fresh out of her internship at Cedars in L.A, is an ambitious yet caring person. She deals with death and tragedy on a daily basis yet still retains her optimism and her high spirit. She had taken over from Dr Monroe as the county coroner some 6 months earlier when a broken hip had forced him into early retirement. Many scoffed at a woman especially one so young being given such an illustrious position, but she had braved on through the macho criticism and often hard pressed bureaucratic nonsense to establish herself as a fine choice and never shirked at taking on difficult cases head on. Perhaps this was one of the reasons she was still single, her parents back in Maine, often rang her and the conversation eventually turned to grandkids, marriage and god forbid she ended up single and lonely. But she had a strong will, and despite the odd fling, and the drunken mistake as she called it, she was happy, but if the right guy came along then who knows. She flung the clipboard on the metal table next to a computer, not even bothering to check the name. She opened the bodybag carefully, the zip juddering its way open to reveal it's macabre contents. This part never surprised her but still made her feel uneasy, " Urgh" she moaned as before he lay a bloodied and battered body, some resembling features which she made out must be a woman maybe late 20's. She picked up the clipboard, and read the first few lines that had been scribbled by the EMT's. Name: Heather Willaims Age: 28 COD: Hit and Run, multiple lacerations and fractures, cause of death most likely heavy internal bleeding cause by high impact to the stomach rupturing the spleen and perforating the stomach. "what a waste, whichever bastard did this I hope they hit a tree on the way home" It always seemed to bother her when a young life was taken in a way which could have been avoided. "Hey Jenny" an excited voice shouted from the doorway. She didn't even have to lift her head she knew it was Rick. " Rick how many times have I told you, its Dr Hanson at work". Rick was a young intern at the morgue, he was bright enough but easily distracted, ever since that drunken one night stand after the Christmas party last year, he hung around maybe hoping for a date. She knew it was nothing more than alcohol, loneliness and her hormones that made her go home with him that night, still she had enjoyed herself even if she had to take the walk of shame, creeping out of his apartment at 5am the next day.

"So gorgeous when am I gunna get to take you out again". "Ah Rick maybe I can fit you in next century Im kinda busy". "Haha you always crack me up" he cackled back. "Have you heard the news?" he said like a kid a Christmas, "I've been in the freezer all night so apart from the odd beep of the door opening it's been pretty much silent down here" "Well its big news, you have heard of Michael Myers right? " Something huge has happened over in Russellville, they found maybe 8 or 9 bodies at the old Bowles Farm on I59". "ok so what has this got to do with Myers? She said exasperated. "and the er short version please Rick" "Ok Ok, well they think its Myers handiwork, all the victims stabbed, some near decapitated, maybe 2, 3 weeks old, They called in the state troopers to help out its all over the news" "Ok Rick settle down, firstly Myers hasn't been heard of in nearly 10 years, and second any maniac with a motive and a knife could have done that" "Yeah ok true, but is it a coincidence that Sarah Moyer was one of the victims?" This made Jennifer stop, she seemed to freeze and dropped the clipboard it clattered on the floor. She had known Sarah since their days together at HSU (Haddonfield State University) they had roomed together in the first semester, and kept in touch since their graduation. She buckled a little and leaned against the gurney for support, Rick rushed over to help, "You ok Jenny?" she smiled at him with a tear in her eye, " "Thanks Rick, I…I cant believe she's gone" "I need to erm, I need to go and make a phone call, Il talk to you later" she kissed him on the cheek and stumbled out of the morgue and Rick stood, he did feel sorry for her, maybe he would ask her out for a drink later…

LOCATION: Bowles Farm, I50, Russelville


	2. Chapter 2

LOCATION: Bowles Farm, I50, Russellville

Chapter 2

Some people say you can sense death; you get a feeling when something bad has happened, and that's just how Sheriff Anderson felt when he pulled up the dirt track to the Bowles Farm out on I50. He felt cold and for a second adjusted the heater in his cruiser however he realised it wasn't a cold night.

He exited his police cruiser and adjusted his hat, reporters and news crews descended upon him like bees to honey; he pushed through with a gruff "No comment" in response to the questions he heard through the ruckus of noise. He eventually pushed past and slid under the police cordon, nodding at a couple of deputies patrolling the line he headed first to the porch of the house attached to the farm, 2 teenagers were sat in blankets being comforted by a lady in a CSI coat. As he approached the steps his head snapped sharply to the right and he could just make out someone standing at the back of the barn out in the willow trees, he couldn't quite make out a face, was there somebody there? No…. probably just the shadows, his attention was then gained by the CSI. "Hey Sheriff" His focus now on the CSI, "Oh hey Natasha, so what do we got"

"well these 2 youngsters slipped into the barn for some alone time, a couple of joggers saw the lights on and called it in, when an officer stopped by to check it out he heard screams saw these 2 naked running towards his car". "Well that's certainly one way to have a date to remember" the Sheriff said in a sarcastic but humorous voice. "I have talked to them, they are in shock but coherent, said they were having sex in the hay loft when the floor gave way they came too on the floor and saw all the bodies, must have been stashed in the roof box underneath the floor and it simply gave way under the weight" Sheriff Anderson now realising this was real but not wanting to think about the M word strode over to the teenagers, the CSI made her way to her SUV with her samples. "Well Bobby Fenton and Missy Chambers, looks like you 2 have seen better days" Bobby stuttered "Shhhherr…..Sheriff there was Bbbbbbb Bodies everywhere, I wwwwww want my Mom" "The Sheriff looking concerned said – Don't worry your parents are on the way to pick you up, you will need to go to the hospital just to get checked out then you can go home" Missy turned to the Sheriff, "Fuck my parents are coming? Oh Bobby if they find out I was with you Il be grounded for a month" "Language young lady" The Sheriff boomed "Now you two need to keep this to yourselves until the investigation is over, no going around spreading fear or putting people through anymore grief you understand me?" They both nodded, The Sheriff walked toward the barn, he lit a cigarette from his jacket pocket and inhaled deeply he knew this was going to be a long night….

Rooftop Haddonfield County Hospital:

Jennifer tearful was just finishing her phone conversation, "I'm so sorry Dana (Sara Moyer's Mother) I just heard I didn't want to believe it was true". "I know I only spoke to her last week we had arranged to drive up and see you for the weekend, there is a long pause presumably Sara's mother is crying or talking. "Ok Dana if you need anything please call me day or night" She hung up the phone and slid it back into her pocket, tears streaming down her red cheeks the cold wind not bothering her she reached into her top pocket and grabbed a cigarette from the pack of 20 she purchased this morning she was trying to quit but needed one or sex now more than ever and since she was alone this would do. She dragged on it heavily and lit another one immediately she wanted to forget the last hour she was supposed to be going to a club tonight to celebrate a friend's birthday but all she wanted to do was work, it would take her mind off Sara, off the loneliness off everything. She was in for a busy night she knew the victims from the Bowles farm would be heading over soon so she couldn't leave early as she threw her cigarette off the roof and was about to light another a voice could be heard "Hey Jennifer I'm sorry about your friend" She turned round it was Rick standing there with 2 cups of coffee, she smiled and sniffled. "Thanks Rick I appreciate it, "I'm sorry I was a jerk earlier I just want you to know if you need someone to talk to, I'm here for ya!" She knew Rick was never going to be relationship material but he was a sweet guy. "I have to get back to work he said "They are bringing in an emergency upstairs so Il be around" He leant in an kissed her fully she responded and kissed him back" She pulled away" I can't Rick I'm sorry" and walked off, Rick now aroused had a smirk on his face he muttered to himself" Hmm I wonder if Nancy is on shift tonight….

The Sheriff after all these years knew what to expect when he walked into a crime scene after all he had been the "star quarterback" over in Chigaco helping catch the "Ripper" and the infamous "White Christmas Killer", before moving to Haddonfield for what he thought would be a nice slide into retirement and that boat he had his eye on in Florida. Somethings however as he knew can take your breath and hit you like a ton of bricks, what he saw in the barn at first he thought looked like a movie set, tangled body parts, twisted faces and blood, but not much. Over in the corner he saw a couple of deputies throwing up and the coroner's assistant handing out the smelling salts like candy. He took a deep breath and ambled over to the group "Come on guys suck it up we got a job to do". He heard a faint grunt from one of the deputies, "So how many in total? The coroners assistant looked up from his clipboard parted his greasy hair and rattled back" well on first glance we have 6 bodies including the 1 they took to County" "There was a survivor?" "Yeah a young girl she had quite a few injuries, stab wounds, broken leg, hypothermia had set in, she had lay amongst the dead trying to keep warm I guess, incase whoever did this came back" "By God" The Sheriff exhaled deeply "Clarke! Watson!" he shouted, get your asses over to county I want that girl under lock and key round the clock, no visitors, no phonecalls until I get there you understand?" "Yes Sheriff they barked in unsion" The Sheriff reached for his radio "base this is Charlie 1 come in over, the radio cackled loudly " Charlie 1 this is base I read you, over" "Yeah hey Mandy, I'm over at the Bowles Farm I am gunna need some more officers here to help contain the media outside, Also call the coroners office have em prepared to received the bodies" "Roger Sheriff over and out"

He took a long stretch and looked at the twisted pile of flesh before him, he knew they had suffered and he also knew or hoped that one man couldn't have done this alone. "Fucking Halloween" he mumbled, he walked outside to address the waiting news crews he would have to tell them something but he didn't know much, and he wanted to make sure the families were told first, he would have to be strong although over the next few days he would have to be prepared to be much stronger….


	3. Chapter 3

Amongst all the noise and lights at the Bowles farm certain things were missed which would delay the investigation like the cell phone picked up by a concerned citizen at the scene he thought it would make him a few bucks but didn't realise how important it was, or the murdered farm hand who's body lay a few away from the barn covered up a blue tarp that would wether the impending snow storms the news forecaster was predicting. In the shadows of the trees out by the old tool shed a figure lurked, he was hulking but seemed wounded, a dirty stained mattress lay on the floor, several half eaten remains of small animals lay on the old termite infested table. The figure from behind was crouching looking at something a newspaper clipping all we can see from the title is Smith's Grove re-opens founding member's…and that's all we can see. He appears dirty and battered his clothes resemble a tramp's all ripped and stained he is wearing boots that have aged well and have walked many miles, beside the mattress are a couple of rusty kitchen knives but look like they have a few turkey carvings left in them yet, they are obviously stained with blood and are larger than normal. The figure sees a light hit the shed window he is startled and peeks his head up we can see from his view it's a female holding a microphone and a sheriff's deputy heading his way. He picks up a knife it feels like home to him, it slides in his hand and he grips firmly, he takes a step back and slowly creeps out of the back door closing it quietly. We hear laughter as he walks round the shed and stands between the side and an apple tree they cant see him but their minds clearly are on other things. The reporter is Nicola Green (38) from Haddonfield Today and the deputy is James Tyler (22) "So is this were you take all the girls" Nicola chuckles, she is in good shape for her age, divorced with no kids she met and married a local oil magnate they were divorced after a year he left her for his tennis instructor but with a nice house and enough money so that she would live a comfortable life, she is tall shoulder length hair bobbed and a full figure with breasts bursting out of a far too small shirt, James a fresh out of college blue collar deputy is athletic and he knows why he has brought her out here. " Used to come out here a lot when we were kids, still a scary place" " Oh well I am sure I can ease you fears as she removes her jacket and shoes opens the door and motions for him to follow. His eyes are wide with anticipation as the move inside, the figure creeps round the back to a small port window and stares, he can hear muffled voices as his breathing gets heavy. "Whoa, it stinks in here" James says with repulsion, "and check out those dead birds" "Oh stop being a baby, now come over here and Fuck me" Nicola says , he doesn't need a second invitation and lurches forward pulling at her blouse and ripping her shirt open, buttons fly as they embrace, "Mmmmmm I want you now, as she unzips his pants and slides her hand in, he tugs at her skirt lifting it up pulling his pants down at the same time, "Oh yea baby that's it, deeper come on, harder, Fuck me nowwwwww!" Nicola screams, the figure moves to the door and quietly opens it they don't see him…. "oh my god I'm coming, I'm coming Nicola yells sure somebody will hear her, James kisses her and thrusts hard coming inside her. Before he has chance to pull out, a knife blade thrusts forward and pushes him onto Nicola again, this time it isn't for pleasure as the blade pierces Nicola's throat keeping her scream quiet before she had a chance to blink, blood runs down the two of them the figure stands there watching as it mixes with semen on Nicola's thigh's it pools by their feet, he retracts the knife and they thump to the floor, without thinking he opens a hatch that leads down to a dark hole where various bits of farm equipment can be seen, he drags the bodies and throws them in, Nicola's head makes a dull thud on the edge of a stack of bricks, she isn't going to feel it, he closes the hatch and stands up almost proud of his work then the figure walks to the door opens it and limps his way into the trees, he is off searching for something, he knows what it is and will stop at nothing to find it.


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4

Haddonfield County Hosiptal:

Jennifer is recording her night's work on her Dictaphone when she is interrupted by the doors swinging open, "Hey Jen, got 3 more for ya hear that makes 6 by my count, Hell of a night huh" "Thanks leave em with the rest please"

Jen moves over to the next body, these all came from the Bowles place and she is hoping and praying Sara isn't here that it was a mistake, however she has already found Myles her boyfriend. She opens up the remaining body bags, and the last one she opens is Sara, her friend, "Oh No Sara!" she whimpers, she feels dizzy but knows she has a job to do. "I will find out who did this to you hunny" She unzips the bag and wheels the gurney to her examination table and carefully moves Sara's body. She is full of cuts and bruises the deep laceration to her neck was the killer blow Jennifer figured. She notices a strange symbol carved into her left breast, it resembles a triangle flat against a line, "Huh? What the hell is that", she makes a note and takes pictures, then she carefully cleans Sara up and places her in the freezer ready for her Mom to identify her in the morning. She takes her time carefully examining all the bodies and before she knows it she looks at the clock and its 4am. She shuts her computer down locks her drawers and heads to the staff room for a coffee and a shower before heading home she trundles up the corridor and heads into the staff room. Fresh coffee in the pot she takes a sip before deciding to just go home, she needs sleep she is completely drained. As she makes her way to the parking lot behind the hospital she goes up through the empty wing which was once the cardiac care unit since moved to a new floor, its shorter this way plus she won't bump into anyone and have to feign a conversation. She hears noises coming from one of the side rooms, a small light emitting from the office door, not wanting to stop she peeks through the glass and sees Rick and Nancy from supplies in the throes of passion, Nancy straddling Rick as his hands wander, Rick see's Jennifer and gives her and wicked smile, she doesn't respond but keeps walking she feels a tingle of excitement and yet sadness all at the same time. She finds her car and almost autonomously drives away, nearly hitting a police cruiser she brakes sharply then apologises to the officers who wave her on with a sympathetic nod she then heads up the front street on her way home. The officers pull up and exit the car, they head for the front entrance round the side and in the background we see another car pull up, it has Smith's grove Sanatorium on the side a pair of black trousers and boots steps out. We cant see the face but he follows the officers round the building and in the front, we catch sight of the 2 officer's getting in a lift, before a burly nurse asks, "Can I help you sir?" He turns and reaches for his pocket, takes out his ID, "I'm Dr Gabriel Loomis, I am here to see your Chief of Staff he is expecting me" "Oh, yes of course Dr" the nurses stutters almost apologetically "He is on floor 15, office and the end of the corridor" "Thank you" The figure strides toward the elevator and the doors close. The nurse picks up the phone and punches in an extension number" Hello Dr Sinclair, Yes Sir he just arrived, he is on his way up".

The two officers amble towards a door and quickly look inside, whoever they are here for is asleep, best way too after what she has been through. They take a seat outside the door, we can see from the sign that a Jane Doe is in the room. The door opens and out steps a pretty young nurse with blood samples and the patient's chart in her arms "Oh hey there, I'm Rachel I have been taking care of our mystery lady, she has been sedated so if you need to talk with her your gunna be a while", " That's ok Miss we are here to protect her until the Sheriff arrives in the morning" "Ok, if you need anything I will be right down the hall at the nurses station". One of the deputies (Graham) turns to (Harley) "Damn H, wish I wasn't married, "Aww hell cut it out Graham your old enough to be her grandfather" "Shut your mouth kid, respect your elders" he jokes. We move into the room, the young lady is heavily bandaged and in a deep sleep, we can see her eyelids flickering, the soft beep of the ECG machine makes sure she is ok as outside snow starts to fall, the faint crack of morning is rearing it's head, Halloween is here….


	5. Chapter 5

Amongst the bright lights of the cameras and nation's media Sheriff Anderson looked very tired and the last thing he wanted to deal with was a bunch of news hounds and trouble makers however it was his duty so he sighed heavily and prepared to read his statement. "Ladies and Gentlemen thank you for be so patient, now this will be quick I can answer a couple of questions at the end, further updates will be given at a later date". "Now at approx 8:30pm last night 2 local teenagers stumbled across a gruesome discovery here at the Bowles Farm. " A number of bodies have been found which we have not as yet been able to identify although from preliminary findings they have been here approx 2 weeks".

"We have a lot of evidence and work ahead to establish what happened here however I want to be the first to quell this rather stupid talk of this being the Return of Michael Myers". The noise suddenly goes up all the press start shouting questions and the Sheriff does his best to calm the crowd.

1 reporter " Sheriff are you sure this isn't the work of Myers, I mean bodies cut up, it happens the day before Halloween and on the Bowles farm no less" Another more eager reporter "Sheriff this screams Myers why deny it, or don't the police force want to own up for their failures 10 years ago"

The Sheriff getting more agitated decides he has had enough "Now Listen! Michael Myers is dead and gone, until we have all the facts and have reviewed the evidence there will be no more news conferences at this time" " This is a horrible tragedy to happen to this town we have suffered enough and until all the families of the victims here have been identified you people will have to continue to make up your own bullshit!" And with that he storms off, the press feeding off his anger continue to shout questions, the sheriff brushes them off and walks toward the barn again he takes a step round the side takes in a breath then sighs heavily " God damn it, not again".

Far off in the distance a deputy is patrolling the outskirts of the Bowles farm along a dirt track, crops once thriving are long dead yet somehow still impose a foreboding barrier around the place. Years ago kids used to play up here tire swings over the creek and stealing Charlie's apples, he never once complained loved having the place busy his farm was booming he had a beautiful wife and 2 kids life was perfect. Until that night, he came and it changed everything. The deputies cruiser lights hit something walking across the track into the dense woods outside Russellville, he brought his car to a stop got out and shone his torch into the woods, straining his eyes he couldn't see anything clearly. He just made out a shape in the distance a hulking figure maybe a hobo looking for a cot for the night he shouted "Hey, Hey there, this area is off limits it's a crime scene buddy" The figure kept walking and for a moment the deputy thought above giving chase instead he muttered "ahh the hell with it" Clipped his gun back into his belt, turned off his torch got back in his cruiser and continued his perimeter patrol. The figure had stopped and watched as the car drove by his fists clenched tight he turned and strode on the snow falling thicker covering his tracks the wind howling on he went deeper into the woods he was nearly done.


	6. Chapter 6

Smiths Grove Sanatorium

6am

The snow storm had meant that the big re-opening wasn't as big as they thought still with new funding and excellent staff this place would be great again. Chief of Staff Neil Wynn had been poached from a rival hospital in Illinois and couldn't wait to get started he was experienced enough to see through all the political bullshit and get to work. Dr Loomis sat in his office they had both, had really long nights chatting until the early hours….."I appreciate your concern Dr Loomis however I don't see a way we can possibly put this to the board members I would get locked up in here with the crazies!" "Listen Dr Wynn I assure you this can happen he is alive and you might think I am as a crazy as you think my father was but heed my warning if you don't what happened in 1978 will be a picnic compared to this time around"

"Look Loomis I understand I do but he is dead ok long gone even if he were by some miracle alive he is very very old and doubt he could even do up his zipper after taking a piss much less murder someone" "Look Wynn I am heading to Haddonfield it's a 5 hour drive think about it ok, don't make the same mistakes our parents did…"

Loomis exits the office and Wynn picks up the phone " Hello yes this is Dr Wynn, he is leaving now follow him, make sure he doesn't get it in the way, yes we are leaving in about 2 hours, ok see you then and if he does cause trouble, then restrain him until we arrive ok, but I want him alive he isn't to be harmed" With that Wynn takes a drink of his coffee and smiles "Oh Michael I have missed you".

Dr Loomis annoyed but still full of purpose exits the hospital and makes his way down the secluded driveway, he gets his gun and belongings back and heads left onto the highway, he takes out his cell phone and dials a number it rings twice then an answer "Hello?" " Hello yeah it's me I've just left Smiths Grove, no he didn't wanna hear it just said I'm traumatised and need a reality check" "Yeah well I just hope I am wrong, I should be there in a few hours meet me near the Bowels farm I need some confirmation, Ok see you soon, bye"

He threw his phone into the passenger seat and lit a cigarette it was going to be a long drive and he needed to relax, he took a drag and sighed it was then he noticed the car following him, he couldn't be sure but this route to the highway was always deserted people usually took the newer routes to Chicago through I60. He couldn't be 100% sure so he pulled off halfway about a mile down to a diner on the edge of Willerton a small town just 5 miles south of Smiths Grove and sure enough as he exited his car and stepped into the diner the black sedan stopped opposite at the gas station and waited. "Shit I knew it". He had suspected Wynn would have him followed just as he suspected Wynn had something to do with the fire at his old hospital his office computer apparently started the blaze faulty wiring destroyed damn near everything all his files, dvd's everything on Myers and Smiths Grove. He was glad to have backed it up to his hard drive and that was somewhere very safe even Wynn couldn't touch it. Not long after he got a lucrative offer from Wynn to come back to Smiths Grove to continue his fathers legacy it was too good to turn down and besides he was effectively unemployed. He asked the waitress if they had a payphone he could use "Sure it's next to the restroom round the corner" "you gonna be ordering anything?" He stuttered "Err yeah sure Il have a coffee and a bacon sandwich please" "Sure thing hon Il let you know when its ready" He moved round the back to where the phone was they couldn't see him from the car he was sure of it. He looked and saw a back door it had steps leading to a small office he peeked in, nobody home. He opened the window and looked out behind the diner was a small wooded area that over looked Willerton in the valley, he buttoned his coat up checked his gun was loaded and climbed out he jumped onto a pile of logs and fell forward he came to near the fence he hopped over and landed in thick snow "Fuck" he muttered as he trundled through the thick snow into the trees he needed to disappear and needed a ride he didn't have much time. The two men in the car got out, they had waited nearly an hour nobody takes this long to eat breakfast "Fuck the place is deserted what's he doing in there " " I don't know but we need to get in there or we are done for" "Ok but there will be witnesses what do we do?" "simple housekeeping these old diners have old kitchens and sometimes accidents happen". They smiled at each other an evil grin and walked toward the diner. The waitress perked up "Hey guys what can I get ya" "We are errr looking for a friend of ours he was here….. about to finish his sentence and she said "Tall guy in dark coat drove the Camaro in the parking lot there"? "Yeah that's the one, is he still here"? "Nope he ordered breakfast said he needed to use the phone then I went to check he was gone climbed through the office window and fled" "Usually they get their food then run without paying" "Ok thanks erm can you show me where he ran off?" "Sure hon anything for a nice guy like you she said with a wink" "Ok I'm gonna use the bathroom, say is there anyone else here seems really quiet?" "Just me, Sandra and Bobby Ray the chef we don't get many visitors well, we will when that new hospital opens" "Ok thanks m'aam"

The guy walks behind the waitress to the back and turns to other gentlemen who nods and walks behind the counter with his gun drawn. He peers in the back, no sign of anyone he walks through the door and can hear muffled noises to the back of the kitchen he slides round and comes up on a pantry. "Oh yeah Bobby Ray Oh yeaaaaah" " Keep quiet bitch she might hear"! The man notices the thermostat on the door he turns the temperature down then in one quick motion kicks the door closed. It slams shut he snaps the key in the lock. Inside Bill Ray and Sandra do their best to dress themselves, "What the fuck? Open the god damn door now!" "Fuck Billy I gotta get home to Earle and we are locked in!" " I know that you stupid bitch, call the counter on your cell Katie must be able to hear us" " I cant my purse is in the office" "Fuck were stuck in here, Katie will come back here soon enough don't worry" "Its fucking freezing you retard and we are half naked!" He turns and catches her cheek with the back of his hand she falls into a some bags of flour "You fucking asshole, wait till I tell Earle" "Yeah what you gonna tell that dumb son of a bitch? You were fucking me and started back talking so I hit ya? Don't be stupid shut up and sit down" The man looks at the thermostat again it now reads -15 they wont have long, besides no-one is gonna find them till it's too late. He walks over to the stove he blows out the pilot light then with the butt of his gun smashes the gas pipe at the side, the hissing sound fills the room he exits the kitchen and walks out the front door to Dr Loomis' car. Upstairs Katie(The waitress) is flirting or trying her best to flirt with the other man. "So sugar where are you from? Aint see you round here before" "Out of town, now how do you know he escaped from here?" "Well window was open I figured he jumped since the logs are all over the yard and I can see footprints headed towards town" "Ok, is there anybody living in those woods?" " 1 or 2 hunters for the season I guess but apart from that no" "Ok that will all". She starts to walk out the door he puts his hand in his jacket about to pull his gun when she spins on her heels catching him off guard. "Well what ya got in there sweetie? Something for me I hope? Listen you look tense and I aint had sex in months how about we relieve each other". With that she shoves him back onto the desk and straddles him kissing him hard her hands wandering. "Mmmmm you're a big boy now aint ya" she reaches inside his trousers when he grabs her arm. "No not like that" "My you are forceful handsome" he lifts her up and practically throws her over the desk her head hits the edge lightly it doesn't seem to bother her she is bent over vulnerable and waiting, We hear a dull thud, see a flash and then a spray of blood and skull fragments spray on the back wall she goes rigid then flops onto the desk. He shows no emotion simply adjusts his clothing and walks out the door back to the front of the Diner and out the door. The other man has set fire to Loomis car, "What took you so long? There's 2 in the back in the pantry should take no more than 20 minutes" "Had to take care of the waitress come on lets go we need to find him", they both walk away towards their own car, they drive off and head right past the diner towards Willerton they must find Loomis at all costs. We head back to the diner in the kitchen to the pantry, Bobby Ray and Sandra both lie on the floor dead, their eyes glazed over their lips blue, we pan back to the front and out the door we still hear the hissing. We hear a large booming explosion one of the men looks over his shoulder and we see a yellow fireball that disappears quickly as it appeared, the man knows the heavy snowfall will destroy any evidence and they are far enough away that they knew it would be impossible anyone would have seen or heard besides loud noises were heard all the time especially during hunting season. The car drove off down a small narrow road and came to a stop near a clearing the 2 men looked and could just make out the faint shape of a man struggling with the weather he wouldn't last long out here. They got out of the car went to the trunk and got their supplies ready, large white camouflage coats, rifles and snow shoes they had to do this quick and fast they needed to be in Haddonfield by nightfall.


	7. Chapter 7

Morning peeked through the window in between the little slits in the blinds, Jennifer is sound asleep then the room comes alive as her TV switches on and stirs her from rest. (Background TV) Good Morning Haddonfield well the breaking news story this hour police are still investigating the brutal murders at the Bowles Farm in Russellville, Police have no leads at this time and we will bring you more on this gruesome story as it develops. Jennifer wakes from her slumber she groans and looks at her phone, it's 9am she barely had 4 hours sleep, She gets up and goes to bathroom looks at her tired face in the mirror and sighs, "Dammit girl you need a break". She ambles into the kitchen and puts on the coffee pot her apartment was a nice abit more than her pay grade but her parents insisted on her living uptown near the hospital they even paid for it as long as she was safe. She sat down lit a cigarette and sipped her coffee she was just finished when she could hear her phone ringing on the nightstand she jogged to her room." Hello Jennifer Hanson speaking" "Yes of course right away Sheriff" She put her phone down, and grabbed some clothes threw them on, grabbed her keys, phone and purse and headed out the door. She passed Henry the bellhop on the way out "Morning Jen" "Oh hey morning Henry cant stop now chat to you later" She took the elevator to the garage and got in her car lit another cigarette and set off to meet the Sheriff at the hospital, whatever he wanted was urgent so she went a little faster to work that day.

The sheriff pulled up in his cruiser at the hospital he yawned for what seem like an eternity he hadn't slept for 2 days, he didn't feel like going home to an empty house so he got an hour on the beat up couch in his office. He stretched and made his way to the hospital he stopped next to a patrol car and rattled on the driver's window it rolled down. "Hey Sheriff all quiet here nothing out of the ordinary last night" "Ok well you knock off get some rest il stick around and be careful driving through town snow is really heavy and there is a blizzard on the way" " Sure thing sir" with that his car spluttered to life and off he went. The sheriff pulled up his coat and he could just about make out the entrance through the snow. He walked in and made straight for the coffee machine it wasn't the best but it was warm he turned and made for the elevator. He stepped out and saw his 2 deputies standing guard outside a room "Hey guys go on home get some sleep Il be here for a while" "Hey Sheriff you sure? We don't mind hanging around" " Nah go on, give riley and james a call tell em there on duty today" "Will do sheriff see you later" The sheriff stood looking through the window in the door his heart ached for this poor girl what had she been through, would she remember? Just then Jennifer walked out of the lift shivering and shaking the snow off herself. "Hey Sheriff boy we got a real storm out there" "Hey Jen and please call me Ben" "She let out a little laugh, sorry Ben" "So what did you wanna talk to me about?"

"Any update on the bodies in the morgue any causes of death yet?"

"Well at this point I can say they all died from sharp force trauma and heavy blood loss, a lot of them had defensive wounds on their wrists and hands" "It was pretty Ben and believe me they suffered"

"Good God, I don't even wanna think it I really don't"

"Don't say it Ben it can't be him not again"

"Look I gotta go, another 2 deputies will be here shortly, I'm going to alert the National Guard just in case you take care Jen". He kissed her gently on the cheek and walked away, she smiled to herself that would have to wait for another day. She peeked in the room then walked off to the morgue it was going to be a long long day.

Bowles Farm

The press had all but gone, and a few stragglers stayed behind with a few officers just for security. Andy burke (21) was a young photographer for the local rag nothing special but it paid ok and he got to work late and best of all his boss was his dad. He was sat in the back of his van just typing up a story to go with his photographs next to him was a half eaten twinkie and a cell phone. He looked at the cellphone and a look of excitement spread across his face he picked up his sat phone and punched a number in it rang, "Yeah Dad its me, listen I'm here at the farm now and I got here just before the cops, I picked up a cellphone must have been one of the kids here and you will never guess, it has fucking photos of that night on them I am looking right at Michael Myers Dad he did it!" "Jesus if we break this story Pulitzer here I come"!

"Ok Dad il finish the article then bring the phone over" He ended the call packed the cellphone in a bag and shutdown his laptop. He was about to start the Van when a thud came from outside, he jumped "what the hell?" another bang this time he got out looked around couldn't see much through the snow "Ah fuck it Im out of here" He was about to climb back in when a hand grabbed his shoulder "Shit!"

"I told you to be out of here 10 minutes ago Burke now hurry the fuck up"

"Shit John I'm going Jesus"

John had been at Haddonfield PD for 12 years now straight out of school he loved his job and figured he could make it all the way to Sheriff someday. "Now go before I arrest you for trespassing" Andy pulled away and as the last of the reporters left John ran to his car and radio HQ, "Base this is C05 Strode here, the Bowles farm is all locked up Im heading back to meet the Sheriff, Il do a quick perimeter sweet then be back in about 30 mins over" " Roger Andy see you soon"

He started his jeep and pulled away he drove out of the farm and made his way down towards Haddonfield his jeep tearing through the snow he didn't even notice the hulking figure lurking by the roadside just inside the tree's the figure turned and made his way back into the woods, he could just make out a cabin in the distance with a light on, he needed food and more than ever his thirst for blood raged, he strode on toward the cabin knife in hand.


End file.
